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is very noble, with many remarkable monuments. The library is in the Chapter House. On the table Lay the Nuremberg Chronicle, I think, of the first edition. We went to the china warehouse.
The Cathedral has a cloister. The long aisle is, in my opinion, neither so wide nor so high as that of Lichfield.
SEPTEMBER 16.
We went to Hagley, where we were disappointed of the respect and kindness that we expected1.
SEPTEMBER 17.
We saw the house and park, which equalled my expectation. The house is one square mass. The offices are below. The rooms of elegance on the first floor, with two stories of bedchambers, very well disposed above it. The bedchambers have low windows, which abates the dignity of the house.
The park has one artificial ruin3,and wants water; there is, however, one temporary cascade. From the farthest hill there is a very wide prospect.
SEPTEMBER 18. I went to church.    The church is, externally, very mean,
1 This visit was not to Lord Lyttelton, but to his uncle [afterwards by successive creations, Lord Westcote, and Lord Lyttelton], the father of the present Lord Lyttelton, who lived at a house called Little Hag-ley. DUPPA. Johnson wrote to Mrs. Thrale in 1771:—' I would have been glad to go to Hagley in compliance with Mr. Lyttelton's kind invitation, for beside the pleasure of his conversation I should have had the opportunity of recollecting past times, and wandering /«•>-monies noios et flumina nota, of recalling the images of sixteen, and reviewing my conversations with poor Ford.' Pioszz Letters, \. 42. He had been at school at Stourbridge, close by Hagley. Ante, i. 57. Sec Walpole's Letters, ix. 123, for an anecdote of Lord Westcote.
" Horace Walpole, writing of Hagley in Sept. 1753 (Letters, ii. 352), says:—' There is extreme taste in the park: the seats are not the best, but there is not one absurdity. There is a ruined castle, built by Miller, that would get him his freedom even of Strawberry [Walpole's own house at Twickenham]: it lias the true rust of the Barons' Wars.'
and, Sir,
